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Its in His Kiss 


| wander into the kitchen, looking for a snack, some peace and quiet, and Lars. These objectives can be achieved 
in any order and/or combined in any fashion. I'm not picky. It might be argued, though, that ‘peace and quiet! 

and Lars in the same breath is an oxymoron. Maybe for some, but not for me. | know of ways to achieve the 
blissful state of peace and quiet and Lars at the same time. It's quite a talent | possess. One that often leaves 


others in awe.specifically James and Kirk. 


It seems as if all my desires are in the same place as | see Lars leaning against the counter, chewing on a 


banana. 


"Hej, Tru. What's up?" He pops the last bit of the fruit into his mouth and throws away the peel. 


"Looking for a snack," | answer as my eyes travel up and down Lars’ body. Quite suddenly, | feel a different 


type of hunger pang. 
Lars waggles his eyebrows at me. "Then you've come to the right place." 


| smile and lick my lips as my eyes linger on his crotch. | decide to have a little fun with the most important 


person in my life. "Good. | was hoping for some Twinkies." 

“Twinkies?" Lars squeaks, crossing his arms. "What the fuck are you calling a Twinkie?" 

"Aw, man," | laugh. "You are so fucking easy." He looks good standing there, his nipple ring glinting in the sunlight 
pouring in from the windows. In the two months we've been in the studio, I've discovered that Lars really likes 


to go with as little clothing as possible. Which means | get an eyeful of gloriously naked skin 


"Yeah, you'd be the one to know it," Lars mutters and reaches for a plastic container on the counter. He pulls 


up the lid "Here." 
"Huh?" | am momentarily distracted. 
"Twinkies. You wanted Twinkies. Here they are." Lars is smirking at me. 


"You're kidding, right? We actually have Twinkies?" | reach in a grab one of the golden cakes. | take a bite, eyes 


falling closed as | savor it. 


"Ja" Lars’ voice is low and | feel fingertips brush against my arm. "We all know how much you love cream- 


filled treats." 
My eyes fly open and | nearly choke. Not for the first time, my smooth talking lover derails me. 
Lars laughs, slapping me on the back. "Who's the easy one now?" 


"You--you--" | sputter, crumbs flying from my mouth. "You dick!" | manage as | throw the remains of my 


Twinkie at him. 


He ducks easily and turns to reach for a glass. Filling it with water, he hands it to me. "Drink before you 


choke." 


| gulp the water down gratefully. Once again | have to remind myself never to enter into a verbal sparring 


contest with a man who uses words like weapons. "Thanks. Needed that." 


"No problem." Lars pulls a bowl out of the refrigerator. "Hey, man, if you're really hungry, Kirk made this 


awesome salad" 
"Fuck, yeah." Hell, | could eat. The salad looks really good and | reach in and grab a cherry tomato. 


"You think you can wait until | get you a bowl?" Lars is reaching into the top cabinet, but | can hear the 
laughter in his voice. 


"Sure," | reply, taking a black olive from the bowl. "Hey, Lars?" 

"Uh-huh?" Lars opens a drawer and grabs some forks. 

"Kirk's--" | didn't know how to say this. There's a huge possibility | don't know what I'm talking about and | 
didn't want to borrow trouble. But Kirk is my friend and | know | have to say something. "Kirk's doing okay, 
right? There's nothing wrong?" 

Lars absently slaps my hand as | reach for a mushroom. "Thought you were gonna wait” He serves some 
salad into a bowl and | get the impression he's thinking about how to answer my question. Finally he says, 
"Kirk's fine. That solo is gonna kick some serious ass." 

"Yeah," | smile. "The Ripper." Kirk doesn't have that nickname for nothing. 


"Damn straight he is." Lars turns to the fridge. "So? What made you ask that?" 


"Well, | just saw him a little while ago..right before | came in here. He looked kind of--l don't know--sad? Tired? 
Like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders?" 


Lars is still rummaging around in the fridge. "Hmm. Maybe you were imagining things. Did you say something to 


him?" 

"Nah." | mumble around a piece of red bell pepper. "He was headed outside." 

Lars slowly straightens, his back to me. "Outside?" 

| quickly swallow the last of the pepper and eye the man in front of me carefully. There is no mistaking the 
tension that suddenly outlines those bare shoulders. More telling is the fact that he is absolutely fucking still. 


He's always in motion.unless something is bothering him. 


Over the last several months, since we officially became a couple, | have made it my job to, well, keep an eye 


out for any *wrongness*. | don't like seeing my lover upset. 


Now, there is a *wrongness* and I've caused it. Something | said upset him. "Maybe Kirk had to get something 


from his car," | suggest, choosing my words carefully. 


The shoulders relax and Lars turns around. "Yeah," he says. "That's probably it. | mean, why would he go 
outside for no particular reason? Especially when it's a bit cold outside.’ Almost as an afterthought, he sets 
the salad dressing down on the table. 

| walk around the table and close the refrigerator door. Looking deeply into Lars' eyes, | see concern--a 
guarded uncertainty--in their green depths. "You tell me," | say softly. I'm not really all that interested in 
eating anymore. 

‘Its probably nothing," Lars hedges. 

"Probably." | wait. 

"Did you see James?" Lars asks suddenly. "Did he follow Kirk out?" 

| shake my head. "As far as | know, he's still working in the studio." 


"Aw, well, that's okay then" Lars says with a sigh. "Unless..." He trails off, frowning. 


"Unless, what?" I'm trying to puzzle out what's going on by trying to figure out what he's *not* saying, but 


l'm failing. 
"Are you sure Kirk was upset?" Lars asks. 


Again with the thrust and parry of words. | want to shake him. Talking to him is so damn frustrating at times. 
"No. I'm not sure. | just had a brief glimpse of him. But, it was his body language that gave me that 


impression." 
"Still, he could have been going out to his car to grab something, right?" Lars is looking at me, hope in his eyes. 


| reach out and cup his shoulder. "I can see you really wanna believe that. It might even be true. But | sense 
there might be something else." 


Lars nods. "You gotta understand that we're closer than family. We've been through so much together." He 


pauses and looks at me, caressing my cheek. "You're a part of it now, too." 
| squeeze his shoulder, inordinately pleased and touched. "Thanks." 


We share a smile and Lars continues. "You look after the people you love. And | love Kirk and James." He tugs 
at one of my braids. "Not in the same way | love you, but | do love them. Anyway, we take care of each other. 
Over the years, it's gotten a little easier. Things have calmed down a bit, sure. But, really, it's because we know 
each other so well that we know when something's wrong with one of us." He pauses. "Does that make any 


sense?" 


"You look for signs of *wrongness*®," | murmur, being guilty of that myself. "And then you try to fix things." 
"Yeah, yeah. That's it." Lars nods vigorously. 


| think about what he's said for a few moments. "So are you saying that one of the signs Kirk is upset is that 
he goes outside?" 


"To think," Lars answers. "He does it to clear his head" He starts to pace. "But, see, James didn't follow him. 
That's what James would have done if he thought something was bothering Kirk because it's never a good idea 
for him to be alone with his thoughts for too long." He stops and looks at me. "You get what I'm saying?" 

| nod, but decide to voice my own thoughts. "What if Kirk was upset at James?" 


Lars snorts and waves that away. "Same outcome." 


"I see. Then maybe he really did just go out to the car to grab something." | gesture to the door. "You wanna 


make sure, though? Go check up on him?" 

"Nah. That's what James does. That's how he handles things. | wait. See how things work out. If | interfere too 
early, l'm liable to get my head bitten off by one or both of them" He smiles ruefully. "Jason found that out 
the hard way." 

| let that comment pass. "So there's some sort of boundary? How do you know when it's okay to step in?" 
Lars shrugs. "I just do. And if Kirk is upset, which we aren't sure he is, now's not the time." 


"Maybe we should tell James." | lean against the table, half-sitting on it. 


Lars cocks his head to the side, his eyes locking with mine. "Not a bad idea" He shakes his head. "No. If there is 


a problem, he'll find out soon enough. If there isn't, then we've saved him some worry.” 

"So what you're saying is to leave them both alone." 

"You got it," Lars replies, moving forward to place his hands on my thighs. His drummer's fingers begin a 
gentle kneading motion and something stirs deep within me. He continues to talk. "That's always the best course 


of action when it comes to those two." 


"Unless it gets out of hand" | put my hands on his hips. "And you'll know when that is even when the rest of 
don't." 


"You catch on quick," Lars teases. "Knew that's what | loved about you." 


"Is that all you love about me?" I'm teasing him back, but somewhere in those words is a serious question. 


Who doesn't like a little reassurance now and then? 


"No" Lars spreads my legs a little and steps between them. "There are a lot of things | love about you. It'll 
take the rest of my life to tell you all of them." He leans into me and kisses me along the jaw. "You still 


hungry?" 


"Always." His words trigger a flood of emotion and | pull him closer to me, wrapping my arms loosely around 


his lower back. | love this man so much and | thank god for bringing me here, to this point. 
"Salad--" Lars murmurs as he sucks lightly at my neck. 

"Fuck the salad. | want you." | reach down and squeeze his ass. 

"Want you, too." Lars loops his arms around my neck, caressing the skin just below my ear. 


| kiss his temple before moving lower to claim his mouth. | gather him more tightly against me, loving the feel 


of his body next to mine. 


The noise almost doesn't register because it is so quiet. With one last swipe of my tongue to Lars’ lower lip, | 


turn my head and gaze at the doorway. 

Lars nuzzles at my throat even as | see Kirk, a look of longing on his face. | nudge the man in my arms. 
"Kirk? What are you doing, man?" Lars asks, looking over at our friend. 

"Nothing, Uli. Uh, go back to what you were doing.” 

| don't know if it's the right time to ask this. Lars has known Kirk far longer than | have and apparently knows 
when it's okay to cross that invisible line we were talking about earlier. | certainly don't have that luxury, but 
it looks to me as if Kirk is a little lost. "Everything okay?" 


Lars leans his head against mine, our cheeks nearly touching. | cuddle him closer to me if that's even possible. 


"Yeah, yeah, fine. I'll catch up with you later. Sorry to have bothered you." He's still watching us even as he 
starts to back out of the room. 


| grin and | can feel Lars smiling, too. Kirk doesn't know it, but he's not going to get very far. The look on his 


face is priceless when he bumps into James, standing in the doorway. 


We watch as the Mighty Hetfield pulls Kirk back against him. Words are exchanged, but we can't hear what 
they're saying. 


"Looks like they're okay.” Lars touches his lips to mine. 


"Even if they aren't, it looks like they're taking care of it” My tongue snakes out, reaching into Lars’ mouth. 
We forget about the other two for a minute as we concentrate on us. | can never get enough of kissing Lars. 
It's like an addiction. Gotta take my opportunities where | can get them. But even | know we have to break for 
air now and again. 

Breathless, | turn my head to the couple in the doorway. They're kissing.sweet, but primal. You would think 
they've only been together for a couple of weeks instead of over a decade. | hope Lars and | will still feel that 
hunger, too, when we hit our own thirteenth anniversary. "God, they're so fucking perfect together," | say as | 
give him a little squeeze. 

"Ja, always have been," Lars agrees before kissing me again 

From the corner of my eye, | see James back Kirk up against the wall 


| think they're gonna need a room soon. 


The End 


A Good Hug is Hard to Find 


Author's Notes: 
Warnings: A little angst, some sap. You've been warned. 


Big thanks to Kasia for beta-ing. 


A Good Hug is Hard to Find 


"Can | have a hug?" | ask as | lean in the doorway to Studio A. 
No answer. He doesn't even look up from his guitar. 


| watch him jot something down in a notebook at his side then strum a few cords. There is an intense look of 
concentration on his face and it occurs to me that | might have come at a bad time. But, fuck it, there should 


never be a wrong time for hug, right? 
"James?" | try again. "| could really use one. It won't take but a minute." 


Nothing. Not the lift of a head. Not a blink of an eye. No acknowledgement whatsoever. As far as he is 


concerned, I'm not even here. 


| stare at him a moment longer, giving him some time to realize I'm standing here. He mutters something 
under his breath and turns a peg on the guitar. His fingers skim over the cord to make sure he has tuned it 


right. 


| lower my head in disappointment. No hug from him. "Forget it, Hammett," | murmur to the floor. "Obviously, 


he's too busy for you." 


Unreasonable hurt floods my system. It's times like these that we can be in the same room, but | feel as if 
he's a million miles away from me. I'm so adrift without him and that..that makes me angry. | fucking hate that 


someone has so much control over me. 


| straighten up and turn away. "Fuck it. | don't need anything from him. Not a damn hug. Not anything." | can do 
this. | can walk away. | don't need my lover to justify my existence. "I'll just find a hug somewhere else." | 


square my shoulders and leave him to his lyrics and guitar. 


| wander around HQ for a few minutes. Less than an hour ago, this place was teeming with people. Now | can't 
find a living soul. I'm not surprised. | sometimes wonder if there is a god out there who gets his jollies by 


laughing at me. 


| walk slowly down the hallway, getting farther and farther away from Studio A. | am not going to go back to 
James. Obviously, he has better things to do and far be it for me to interrupt him. 


| push open the door and the coolness hits me. It's late fall and the sun is about to go down In a few minutes, 
it will be downright chilly. So just to make my day complete, I'll be sitting out here freezing my ass off since | 
don't have a jacket. 


The logical thing for me to do would be to go back into the building. But I'm not feeling logical at the moment. 
Yeah, | know I'll be cold, but | kind of like it. | like the way the wind whips my hair around, slapping me in the 
face. It reminds me that there are bigger things out there. Sometimes, that's all | need to put my problems 


into perspective. 


| climb onto the hood of my car and think about that. | also think about the man | left in the studio. The man 


who is my heart, my soul, and my life. 
l'm a complete fucking idiot. 


It wouldn't have killed me to walk over to him, touch his shoulder, and get his attention. | know he has been 
putting a lot of long hours into this new album. It'll be the first with Rob on it and he's really excited about 
that, wants it to be extra special. We all do. Me included. 


We've been together for years. little more than a decade. | know what he's like when he throws himself full- 
tilt into a project. Its hard to pull him away from it until its perfect. 


So why am | hurt and angry that he didn't hear me? | don't know. We haven't been fighting. No arguments to 
speak of. Well, except the usual minor shit. Somehow | don't think fighting over which one of us was going to 


pay for dinner qualifies as a good reason for my melancholy mood. 


The wind is picking up and | huddle, wrapping my arms around my knees and ducking my head to protect myself 
from it. | shiver. 


No matter what | want to think, James wasn't ignoring me. And while | am selfish and would like for him to pay 
attention to me all of the time, | know that it doesn't work that way in the real world. | also suspect that if 
that were to happen, | would start to feel a little claustrophobic. So | don't know why I'm so pissed. So sad. 


Therapy during the making of the St. Anger album has obviously been good for something. I'm picking this 
apart, trying to figure out where all these feelings are coming from. 


As the wind bites through my skin, | have a moment of clarity. 


We really *have* been together a long time. Every time we celebrate an anniversary, | wonder if, well, if he's 
getting bored. Does he want to break up? Find someone else? What keeps him with me? Am | enough for him? 
Will | always be enough or will he eventually get tired of me? 


Lets face facts. My parents didn't exactly set a sterling example. Their love somehow wasn't enough. Am | a 
fatalist to think that l'm just as fucked up as they were? Am | just waiting for James to leave me? Am | 
expecting it? 


| slump, my forehead landing on my knees. | know I'm being unfair to James. | shouldn't be thinking this way. But 
| have insecurities and they all center around James. | can't lose him. | don't ever want to lose him. And | can't 


figure out how I've kept him all these years. 


James commands attention. He's this vibrant personality and people automatically gravitate to him. You can't 


ignore him. He's a leader. He speaks and everyone listens. Kind of like that stupid commercial. 
Then there's me. 


I'm quiet, do my own thing, and try not to bother other people. More often than not, I'm trying To keep the 
peace no matter what | feel or how I'm affected. | put others ahead of myself and sometimes that means 
having my wants and desires ignored. I've never been assertive where my own thoughts were concerned. | 


sometimes feel like part of the scenery. 
We're very different. So | ask you, why does James love me? Why has he stuck around this long? 
"Fuck," | say out loud. "How the hell did | get to thinking like this anyway? | just wanted a damn hug. Thats all." 


| stand up and brush the seat of my pants. "Might as well try again Or maybe I'l find Uli--he'll give me a hug. 
Kiss, too, if | want. At the very least, Rob's gotta be around somewhere. Right?" 


| enter HQ and begin my search all over again. Better than sitting outside thinking the shit I've been thinking. 


And it sure as fuck is a lot warmer. 


The really weird thing is that | just want a hug. | don't *need* one. No major catastrophe has occurred. It's 
just an ordinary day at the studio. We laid down a track with only a limited amount of yelling between James 
and Lars. Rob was playing like there was an angel sitting on his shoulder. Pure heaven. | even had a great idea 


for a solo. It's been a wonderful day. Very productive. Everyone's happy. 
Still... 


Ever had one of those days? Everything's fine. Nothing bad or strange has happened. No one's lost an animal, 
or a loved one. No sadness. No pain. Just an ordinary day in an ordinary week and you just want a 


hug..preferably from the love of your life--although one from a friend will do in a pinch. 


Yeah, so that's the day l'm having. | just want someone to wrap his arms around me, hold me close for a few 
minutes. Too bad | couldn't get James to do that. What started out as a simple mission has now turned into a 


contemplation of my insecurities. Sometimes James just pisses me off. Sometimes *l* piss me off. 


Walking into the kitchen, | realize right away that my quest for a hug is doomed to fail. | shake my head and 
back up a bit. Have to be closer to the door if | need to make a quick exit. 


Rob's leaning, half-sitting on the table. If he would turn his head a little, he would see me, but he's much too 


preoccupied to notice I'm there. 


Lars is nestled between his thighs, his arms around Rob's neck. They're pressed chest to chest and sharing 
one of the sweetest kisses I've ever had the privilege to witness. 


It makes me ache inside. 

They break apart for breath. Lars nuzzles at Rob's throat and they snuggle together, fitting perfectly. 

My ache becomes a yearning and | bite my lip. | need to get out of there, to leave. It's time | find my own 
man. We're perfect together, too. Despite our differences, we still love each other. We've gone through some 
shit that could have torn us apart, but we have a strong, unbreakable bond that sustains us. And | know 
that's why we are still together after all these years. Why | even doubted it for a second is beyond me. Shit, | 
gotta stop thinking so much. Always gets me into trouble. 


"Kirk? What are you doing, man?" 


With a start, | focus on the pair in front of me. Wouldn't you know it? | now have their attention. "Nothing, Uli. 
Uh, go back to what you were doing.’ 


"Everything okay?" Rob asks me as the sides of their heads touch. They are almost cheek-to-cheek. 


"Yeah, yeah, fine. I'll catch up with you later. Sorry to have bothered you." | keep my eyes on the couple as | 
slowly back out of the room. When they suddenly grin, I'm confused. 


Confused, that is, until | bump into a hard, unyielding object. On second thought, make that a body. 
"Going somewhere, Hamlet?" James purrs in my ear, his arms going around my waist. 


His warm breath in my ear, his lips so close, and his nose nuzzling my skin all conspire to make me shiver. 


"Just, um, going to look for you." 


"Well you found me." The purr becomes a growl. "What you're gonna do with me is up to you." 


Lars and Rob have apparently lost interest in the two of us. They're kissing again. From the looks of things, 
they're gonna need a bed and some privacy soon. Of course, this *is* Lars we're talking about. Those two 


items are optional. 
"Noisy Thing." Soft lips tug at my earlobe before | feel a gentle kiss to my neck. "You're not paying attention." 


| stiffen slightly. "Then we're even," | mutter without turning around to look at him. | immediately want to kick 
myself for that remark. Didn't | just convince myself how stupid | was being about this whole thing? | know | 
told myself he wasn't ignoring me. Why don't | ever listen to myself? 


"Even? What the fuck?" He pulls back slightly, but his arms are still wrapped around my waist. I'm not even 
sure if he knows it, but one of his hands is rubbing at my stomach. These are the little things he does that 


make me a pile of mush. | just love this man. 

He's waiting for an explanation. Might as well come clean. "Yeah, even," | murmur. "I, uh, thought you were 
ignoring me earlier.when | went to see you in the studio. But, it's okay. You were busy and | couldn't get your 
attention So it was really my fault." Okay, did | mean to say all of that? Probably not. 


l'm suddenly spun around and | look up into his startled blue eyes. "Kirk, oh, fuck, are you serious?” 


| nod and try to step away from him. | may have figured things out, but it still hurts and | don't want him to 
see that. 


His arms go around me, trapping me where | stand. | don't have the heart to try to wiggle away from him. He 


feels too damn good against me. 
"Aw, shit, baby." He kisses my forehead. "I'm so sorry | hurt you. | guess | was so caught up with what | was 
doing that | didn't see you. | certainly didn't mean to ignore you. I'd never do that. Not on purpose. You mean 


too much to me." He kisses my forehead again. 


"Are you sure?" | clutch at his shoulders, unable to stop the words from tumbling from my mouth. "Maybe 
you're getting tired of--" 


"Don't even say it," James commands, pulling me closer to him. "I don't ever wanna hear you say that. You're 


mine. I'm yours. We're fucking perfect together. Always have been. Always will be." 

"You--you really think so?" | ask. 

He plants a hard kiss to my lips. "Yeah, | do. | made a mistake. | was a dick and l'm sorry." 

| trace a finger down the side of his face, across his lips. His tongue snakes out and gives me a little lick 


"There's really no reason for you to apologize. I'm making a big deal out of nothing. You *were* busy." | smile. 


"You were having a creative moment." 


He shakes his head. "I'm never too busy for you, Kirk You just might have to hit me over the head to get my 
attention. That's all." 


"How ‘bout | kiss you instead?" | brush my lips against his. 
"Even better plan," he growls before claiming my mouth in a deeper kiss. 


| enjoy his lips pressing against mine, our tongues gliding against each other. But soon, we have to break apart 


to breathe. 
"So what is it you wanted?" he asks, leaning his forehead against mine. 
| shrug. "Nothing really. Just a hug." 


His arms wrap around me, enclosing me in their warmth. l'm pushed up against him now and the only way for 


us to get closer to each other is to become one. | finally have what | wanted. A hug. 
He's kissing me when | hear Rob mutter, "God, they're so fucking perfect together.” 
"Ja, always have been," Lars says. 


| smile against James' lips. They are so fucking right: 


The End 


